STRANGE  INTERLUDE

I love my boy, Sammy. I could see how much he wants
you to have a baby. Sammy's got to feel sure you love him -
to be happy. Whatever you can do to make him happy is
good - is good, Nina! I don't care what! You've got to have
a healthy baby - some time - so's you can both be happy! It's
your rightful duty!

NINA

{Confusedly -in a half-whisper.)
Yes, Mother.

(Thinking longingly.)

I want to be happyt . . . it's my right . . . and my
duty! . . .

(Then suddenly in guilty agony.)

Oh, my baby . . . my poor baby ... I'm forgetting you
.    . desiring another after you are dead! ... I feel you
beating against my heart for mercy . . . ohl    , ?
(She weeps with bitter anguish?)

MRS. EVANS
(Gently and with deep sympathy!)

I know what you're suffering. And I wouldn't say what I
just said now only I know us two mustn't see each other ever
again. You and Sammy have got to forget me.

(As Nina makes a motion of protest-grimly and
inexorably?)

Oh, yes, you will - easy. People forget everything. They
got to, poor people! And I'm saying what I said about a
healthy baby so's you will remember it when you need to,
after you've forgotten - this one.
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